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Author's Notes: 
So I'm not exactly sure what this is, it kinda just wrote itself, but l'm pretty pleased with the results. This is 
open for interpretation-you can decide what happened. | hope it's not too predictable either-l'm sure you'll find 


it interesting. :) 


It's around midnight. don't know what I'm doing; l'm kinda just spilling stuff into a document. | hope it makes 
sense. 


As usual, | don't own any of the people/bands/music mentioned, only the plot/story. This is somewhat based 
off the songs "Hollow" by Pantera and "One" by Metallica 


Hope you enjoy :) 
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In the near silence of the room, he wondered if James knew he was there. 


Running his hands through his hair, he buried his head in his hands, the only sound in the room being that of 
his shaky breathing and the slow steady beeping of the heart monitor beside the bed. 


Six weeks. That's what he knew. James had been out for six weeks, unmoving, unfeeling, trapped within himself 
- a prisoner of his own mind. What could be going on in that mind of his? Was he living in a nightmare, or 


simply floating through a black void? 


He hated the word that went with the state James was in. Coma. It sounded so final, like he'd been resigned to 
the fact that nobody knew if he would ever wake up again. 


He'd been able to keep himself away from here for a while. When./t had happened, he'd been one of the first to 
know, but he'd deliberately avoided visiting James. He didn't want to see the blond singer like this, reduced to 
nothing but a hollow, broken shape lying in a hospital bed as white as his skin 


He'd also kept himself away because he felt like he wasn't welcome. Nobody knew he was here right now - he 
felt like he was treading somewhere he didn't belong. After all the shit him and James had been through that 
had led to the crash and burn between them, he'd distanced himself from the frontman, not wanting anything 
to do with him. Who would have thought that when they reunited after all these years that James would be 


lying in a hospital bed, hooked up to so many machines that he was barely recognizable? 


They'd told him that if he spoke, James might be able to hear him. He wanted to speak, he really did. He 
wanted to claw at his chest and force himself to spill everything going through his mind, but every time he 
opened his mouth, his words would get caught in his throat, and he would have to tangle his fingers into his 


hair to keep from screaming in pain and frustration. 


Gazing upon the unmoving form of James, he understood why he didn't want to come here. Nothing could have 
prepared him for the sight before him. He'd had an idea of what it might look like, but now that he was seeing 


it, it took everything he had to not just go home and drink until he couldn't remember his own name. 


It just didn't look right - James Hetfield was the name of the strong, confidant frontman of one of the biggest 
heavy metal bands, not the name of the deathly pale, comatose shape in a hospital bed, being kept alive by 


only machines. 


He couldn't take this anymore. He stood up from the uncomfortable plastic chair he'd been sitting in for the 
past few hours, tearing himself away from the blond singer's side and crossing the room. With a shaky exhale, 
he squeezed his eyes shut and slammed his fists into one of the white walls, gritting his teeth to keep from 
letting out a scream of agonized fury. This was never supposed to happen. This was supposed to stay in a 


nightmare. 


He felt his chest twist once again as he turned back to the unmoving form of James. With another shaky 
breath, he steeled himself against the pain in his chest, desperately attempting to keep his walls up. He had to 
be the strong one here. 


But the cracks in the foundation just kept expanding. 
Closing his eyes, he finally let the tears stream down his face as he slid down the wall, hugging his knees to 
his chest and letting the raw, ragged sobs escape him as he buried his face in his arms. Across the room, 


James laid motionless, his chest just barely rising and falling. 


In the near silence of the room, Dave wondered if James would ever know he'd been there. 


